VERSAILLES
when Robespierre, having obtained the floor, thus
addressed him:
"Go and tell your colleagues not to delay us further
with such insincere appeals. If they are anxious to help
the people, let them come and join us. Moreover, since
you are the representative of a religion founded on
contempt for riches, why not follow in the footsteps
of your Divine Master? Why not abandon your display
of luxury, which is an insult to the poor? Your canoni-
cal laws permit you to sell the very vessels on your
altars to relieve distress, but you need not go so far as
that. Dismiss your haughty lackeys, give up your costly
equipages, divest yourselves of your sumptuous fur-
nishings and following the example of the early
Christians, bring relief to the poor with the money thus
obtained/'
Etienne Dumont, friend and secretary of Mirabeau,
gives us an account of the scene in his memoirs, and
says that a confused murmur of approval greeted the
words. (Language so bold and defiant could, at that
time, not yet command applause). "Who is he? Who is
that young man?" deputies on the floor and spectators
in the gallery asked one another. Reybaz, standing
beside Dumont, said to the latter: "That young man
has not had enough experience: he does not know when
to stop. But there is eloquence at the bottom of him.
He won't remain one of the crowd."
He was right, but before Robespierre would find
himself, he would have a difficult period to live through.
In spite of the experience gained in Arras, he felt self-
conscious and awkward—not unlike a provincial actor
might have felt on making his debut before a metro-
politan audience. During a conversation he had with
Dumont, the latter noticed the constant nervous blink-
ing of his eyes. He told Dumont that when he was to
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